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am moved by the memory of it, the reason Is that these were
the only moments of my life when I was describable not as a
Frenchman, not as an individual product of heritage, place,
environment, but as nothing other than, simply, a man. '

I stood on the shore of EUice Island and said to myself that
I did not want to leave this land. What I wanted was to go
back into the remoter regions, to live perhaps as Father Henry
lived at Pelly Bay. But that was for many reasons not to be
thought of. And as I turned and walked down the hill, I knew
that my fate lay elsewhere; and I kaownow that it lies in France.
In the Connecticut village where the closing pages of this
book have been .written, snow lies on the ground; but here too
spring has come as, a year ago, I saw it come to the Arctic.
The sight of the sun on the snow after so many grey days
makes even keener the nostalgia that never left rne throughout
the months when this book was being composed. Even as I
could not stay on in the North, so I must leave this simple and
peaceful village. It had seemed to me last year that the trail
back ran only from King to Cambridge Bay. But for a French-
man of our time, the trail back leads home.